THE  RACE FOR THE  GUADARRAMA  PASSES
dozen houses. I came to know all their inhabitants quite
well. There was an Italian who kept the little hotel and
who, having been to the United States, spoke English
fluently, and there were half a dozen carabifttros or
Customs officers under the command of a grizzled but
amiable sergeant. The7 had little news on their moun-
tain-top, and during the two months that I used the pass5
often twice a day, I brought them cigarettes and news-
papers When the day came that Irun had fallen and
that I could take the direct route to France, I felt the
regret of losing an old friend, realising that I would not
again cross those picturesque mountains of Navarre nor
see the pleasant pastures of the Baztan valley, and that
I would miss the honest smile and courteous greetings
of that simple sergeant of Spanish Customs on the Velate
road
Pampeluna is only some fifty miles from the frontier, but
the road is slow owing to the steepness of the gradients
and the scores of hairpin curves, and with our numerous
stops it was nearly noon when we drew up in the great
square on the right-hand corner in front of the Hotel
Perla, which was to be for so long the busy headquaiters
of the Press in Navarre.
The square itself was a sea of scarlet and blue. On the
one hand were the red berets of the Carhsts, and on the
other the blue forage cap of the members of the Falange
or Spanish Nationalist Party. All the young men were
armed with rifle or pistol, but their weapons were clean
and new and there was an air of voluntarily accepted
discipline about them all which had been lacking in the
Red militia I had seen the day before.
With the vague idea that it was the right thing to do
I went to the nearest police station to report my arrival.
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